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and grasshoppers yesterday - mixed up with slabs of biassed news
and anti-strike propaganda. You see one is just carried along by
the stream of events - and the stream is hopelessly silly.
cAnd that brings me round. Heart of my World, to all we were
talking about before I left you. How good it was to talk like that
just at the end and how good those talks were! People like us3 as
you said, ought to do. But what are we to do and how are we to
do? Where do we come in? It is all very well for old prophet
Sempack to lift his mighty nose and talk of the great progressive
movements that will ultimately sweep all these things away, but
will they? Are they sweeping them away? Even ultimately? This
muddle, this dislocated leaderless country, finding its level in a
new world so clumsily and dangerously, this crazy fight against a
phantom revolution, is Reality. It is England 1926. Sempackia
isn't Reality; this is Reality. People smile about the streets and
make dry jokes in our English way, but hundreds of thousands
must be hiding worry almost beyond bearing. Anxiety untold,
hardship and presently hunger. And the outlook - bad. At any
time there may be shooting and killing. Sempack's great glowing
golden happy world is only a dream. A remote dream. I cannot
tell you how remote from this disorganised London here.
4 All very well to talk of the ultimate reasonableness of mankind,
but what chance has ultimate reasonableness when some atavism
like Winston collars all the paper for his gibberings and leaves you
with nothing to print your appeals to the ultimate reasonableness
on; or when a lot of young roughs like your Italian Fascists break
up everyone who writes or speaks against their imbecile ideas
about the universe and Italy?
cThis ultimate reasonableness of Sempack's is a rare thing, a
hothouse plant. It's the last fine distillation of human hope. It
lives in just a few happy corners of the world, in libraries and
liberal households. If you smash the greenhouse glass or turn off
the hot water it will die. How is it ever corning into the open air,
to face crowds and sway millions ?
i If he is back there with you I wish you would ask him that.
Drive him hard, Cynthia. He ought to come over here.
'Last night my mind was so puzzled and troubled I could not
sleep. I turned out long after midnight and prowled down through
Westminster and out along the Thames Embankment. There
were not so many lights as usual and all those flaring advertise-
ry ^rtsvabqut jwhiskv and dental cre^m and suchlike helps to the